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\ SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 
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A 


COLIN and CUDDY, 


PASTORAL 


On the Marriage of Mrs, * * *. 


CoLIN. 
ELIEVE me, I with envious Surprize 
B View in thy chearful looks fuch pleaſure riſe, 
. Devoid of care thou tun'ſt thy rural ſtrains ; I 
Nought Cuddy heeds the ſufferings of our ſwains, 


A 2 CuDDY. 


4 Peoems on ſeveral Occaſions, 


CuDpDy, 


No ruthful omen ever has foretold 
Miſchiefs to me, or ſickneſs to my fold. 
Why then ſhould fear of fancy'd ill deſtroy, 


Or marc with bitter taint, my preſent joy ? 


6 


Theſe jocund notes thou muſt awhile forego, 


And teach thy gladſome pipe to melt in woe, 
In careful dirge lament fair Delia gone: 


Ye vallies, ſwell with ſympathetic moan, 


CuDpDy. 


Pleaſance in thee no more I hope to find, 


Farewel, my pipe, which erſt cou'd'ſt glad mine ear, 


Nought now but ſorrow's accents ſhall I hear, 


Delia no longer can attend my verſe, 
And liſten to the ſonnets I rehearſe, 


CoL1nN, 


Farewel, thou Muſe, whicherſt coud'ſt eaſe my mind, 


14 graceful youth ſecures her in his arms, 
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| CoLIN. 
To diſtant plains (thrice happy now, I ween) 
| Fled, oh! for ever fled fair Delia been. 


And by his own adds luſtre to her charms, 


Cv DD VY; 
Albe I grieve beyond what tongue can tell, 
Yet gratitude commands I wiſh her well. 
All that be good adorn the youth ſhe loves! 
Vain wiſh! he muſt be good whom ſhe approves, 
1 Heav'n guard the happy pair with watchful eye, 


And lead them to the ſeats of endleſs joy, 


CoL1N, 
Whilſt Delia's preſence bleſs d our happy plains, 
How briſk our maidens were, how gay our ſwaing! 
Deep ſorrow now in ev'ry face appears, 


And ev'ry heart o'erflows in grateful tears, 
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6 Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 
Yet ſtill may Delia be exempt from care y 


The grief ſhe cauſes may ſhe never ſhare. 


| CuDDy. 
No joy can laſt : why ſhould we then lament 
Our preſent ill? Be with paſt good content. 
Let us thank Heay'n ſhe deign'd to ſtay thus long, 
And could ſubmit to grace our rural throng, 
May that humility exalt the maid 
To crowns of glory which ſhall neyer fade. 


| CoLin,. 
On Delia's lip good-nature alway ſmil'd, 
þ Sweet as the roſe, and as the turtle mild, 
A modeſt greatneſs in her looks appear'd, 
5 Above all rais d her, and to all endear' d. 
Yet why endear'd? It but augments our woe, 


That ſuch endearing greatneſs we did know, 


Cu Dp Dx. 
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CuDDY. 


nen Delia ſaw diſtreſſed ſhepherds grieve, 
Her gen'rous hand was ready to relieve. 
| Th afflicted widow had forgot to ſigh, 
| Nor ſcalding tears inflam'd the orphan's eye, 
To clothe the naked, and the bungry feed, 
| Was all the uſe ſhe cou'd of gold areed. 

On her to ſmile may Heay'n be till inclin'd, 


For bleſſing her is bleſſing all mankind, 


HTR. 


(8) 


A 
redn A 


On the Birthday of Miſs * * #, | 


4 © RT 


HE dappled eaſt now ſhew'd approaching day, 


Ando'erthemountains peep'd thedawning ray, 
When Thyrſis wakeful ſought the neighbour plain, 


His folds unpenn'd, and conn'd his rural ſtrain, 


Ariſe, my flock, partake thy maſter's joy, 
And to yon valley's ſhelter'd buſhes hye. 


Through winter's rage tho rough thy fleece and bare, 


And weak albe thy knees through evil fare, 


Yet 


Ye 
See 


4 
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Yet hide thy mis'ries, and with chearful play 


Seem (and not only ſeem) to own the day, 


A double fodder thou ſhalt now receive : 


A double fodder I at night will give. 


Sacred, for ever ſacred, be the morn, 


Whoſe gladſome ray beheld fair Daphne born. 


This to all mine a holiday ould prove, 
Nor horſe, nor ox ſhall work, nor plough ſhall move. 
Thy ſhoulder, Hob, ſhall from the burden reſt, 
And Sue ſhall ſmile to ſee thy Sunday veſt. 
She laughs the clowniſh op'ning of thy mind, 
And wiſhes Dick (—for Dick has land) was kind. 
This day, fond laſs, thou ſhalt thy pride forget, 
Gold ſhall to love, and Dick to Hob ſubmit. 

Sacred, for ever ſacred, be the morn, 


Whoſe gladſome ray beheld fair Delia born. 


Ye 
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Ye ſwains, who tread the flow'ry vales of Kent, 

In gratefal mirth be Daphne's birth-day ſpent. 

O wondrous maid! cou'd we thy virtues blaze, 

Our ruſtic pipes wou'd wanton in thy praiſe, 

But, ah! ſuch lofty ſubjects ill befit 

A ſhepherd's humble reed, and aukward wit. 

Tho' praiſe we wy may our rude trials ſhew 

The grateful homage to thy worth we owe. 
Sacred, for ever ſacred, be the morn, 


Whoſe gladſome ray beheld fair Daphne born, 


Whene'er ſhe breathes, her breath a ſtream does bear 
As vilets ſweet, and freſh as morning air. 

A velvet down upon her cheek does grow, 

Fairer and ſofter than the new fall'n ſnow. 

The ſpangling dew-drop yields to her bright eye, 

As does her lip the bluſhing roſe outvie : 

And 


- 
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And from that lip more balmy ſweetneſs flows, 
Than bee can gather from the bluſhing roſe. 
Sacred, for ever ſacred be the morn, 
Whoſe gladſome ray beheld fair Daphne born. 


Her graceful neck is by her circling hair 
Nor quite conceal'd, nor left too rudely bare, 
As lillies fair—— What, ſhepherds, gently riſe 
As lillies fair beneath the kerchief's guiſe ? 
Oh! was that boſom half ſo kind as white, 
Twere heav'n itſelf to be indulg'd the fight. 
But now, alas! what does ſuch fight avail? 
Tho' ſhort the joy, it breeds a laſting ail. 
Sacred, for ever ſacred, be the morn, 


Whoſe gladſome ray beheld fair Daphne born, 


Wherefore prolong we thus our idle lays? 
Little ſhe recks of beauty, or its praiſe. 
At 


12 Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 

At morn it blooms, it wither'd is at eve, 

And only can a fad remembrance leave. 

More laſting beauties in her virtuous mind, 

And all the mother's charms confeſs'd we find: 
And meet we ſhou'd, fince we from nature know, 
Nor grapes on thorns, nor figs on thiſtles grow. 
Sacred, for ever ſacred, be the morn, 


Whoſe gladſome ray beheld fair Daphne born. 


In converſation none ſo ſweet as ſhe: 
Tho' few her words, with wiſdom fraught they be; 
Slow to condemn, to praiſe ſhe's ever prone, 
And juſtly ſees all merit, but her own, 
Reſerv'd and ſteddy — Miſchief ſeize the tongue, 
Which ſhall with evil names thoſe virtues wrong, 
Reſerv'd and ſteddy may'ſt thou ever prove, 
Reſerv'd to all, and ſteddy in thy love, 

Sacred, for ever ſacred, be the morn, . 


Whoſe gladſome ray beheld fair Daphne born. 
FE Good 
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Good- nature does in her each act appear, 


And in each word her gen'rous heart we hear, 
A comely ſhyneſs low'rs u pon her brow, 
And ſpeaks diſdain of all things baſe, or low, 
Her modeſt pride forbids too rude advance, 


Threat'ning each ſwain who daresa wanton glance, 


Small is the love ſhe can to them impart, 
Her Maker's ſelf does ſo engage her heart. 
Sacred, for ever ſacred, be the morn, 


Whoſe gladſome ray beheld fair Daphne born. 


Long may ſhe live, and num'rous birthdays tell, 
Happy as they deſerve who live ſo well. 

Long may ſhe live, and never bluſh to hear 
The date reveal'd of each ſucceeding year. 
Long may ſhe live thoſe virtues to improve, 


Which here adorn her, and will bleſs above, 


(14) 
To 2 LADY 


who had promiſed me a Viſit. 


0 OULD. J, Blandiſſa, hope to write 


Ought worthy your judicious ſight, 
I wou'd invoke Apollo's aid, 
And call in each Pierian maid, 
With whom I know you're well acquainted, 
And their abodes have oft frequented. 
But theſe to me are ſtrangers all, 
And I, belike, in vain might call. 
I'm ſuch a lifeleſs wretch, God knows, 
I ſcarce can aim at ought but proſe: 
And that fuch heavy, lumpiſh ſtuff, 
The ſtyle ſo quaint, and eke fo rough, 
To hear it once a week's enough. 
Yet ſtill, like other witlings, T, 


E're we can walk, attempt to fly, 


And 
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And each good-natur'd neighbour teaze, 
That we our rhyming ſelves may pleaſe, 


Here cuſtom pleads in our defence, I 


And clears us of impertinence, 

For if you will mankind ſurvey, 

You'll find, I dare be bold to ſay, 

That all contemn their neighbour's eaſe, 


And labour but themſelves to pleaſe. 


The ſoldier tells us, that he draws 
His weapon in his country's cauſe : 
And, I confeſs, th' excuſe is good 
For ſuch a waſte of Chriſtian blood. 
But there's much room, alas! to fear 
The trueſt reaſon don't appear. 
Ambition, int'reſt, pow'r, and fame 


Are oft the warrior's only aim. 
For theſe he ſeeks the martial plain, 
Drench'd in the blood of thouſands ſlain. 
_ Tis 


And 


16 Poems on ſeveral Occaſions, 


"Tis private pleaſure he purſues, 


Though public welfare's the excuſe. 


The patriot next—but hold ; unleſs 
A man your politics cou'd gueſs, 
I better may, on ſecond thought, 
Some more inferior inſtance quote, 
Aſk each old batchelor, or maid — 
But here to inſtance I'm afraid : 
For ſome perhaps might take offence, 
And curſe my raſh impertinence. 
All think the cap themſelves will ſuit : 
And thus poor Harry muſt be mute, 
Except you'll give him leave to ſhew 


From your own ſelf his theſis true. 


You now regard not ought that paſſes 
Among the S——k lads and laſſes; 
(Ladies, I mean, would rhyme permit) 


But in your chimney corner ſit, 
I 


And 
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And ſcarce will once a month vouchſafe 
To join us in the ſocial laugh, 
Our former mirth, and pleaſantry 
Is ſunk to dull formality, 
And that becauſe we want your art 
To rouſe the dull, and life im part. 
As ſoon as I have finiſh'd grace, 
And each demurely takes his place, 
One yawning cries —Well now, I ſwear, 
I wiſh we had Blandiſla here. 
Another juſt has ſtrength to ſay, — 
There is no life when ſhe's away, 
You promis'd once to come and ſee 
The curate's cell, and taſte his tea. 
But now I find the proverb's true, 
'Tis eaſier much to fay, than do, 
From you to us, in days of yore, 


[Was but one mile and little more, 
B 


Which now is ſuch a way to come, 
You might as well be plac'd at Rome. 
While pouting thus you never roam 
From dear Mama, and native home, 
Tis plain you ſtudy your own caſe, 


Regardleſs what may others pleaſe. 


You muſt allow me then to uſe 
This gen'ral rule in my excuſe; 
And let me frankly own I write 


To give myſelf, not you, delight, 
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Facete, 


_ x . i. 


(19) © 


Facetè, lepid?, laute. 


- 


OTTA, bleſfs'd with large eſtate, 
C To make amends for empty pate, 
In ſpite of nature, will pretend 
To be a merry, witty friend. 

The pretty rogue has been at France, 

Can play ſmall-ſword, or whore, or dance; 
At ev'ry Coffee-houſe is known, 

And ev'ry tea-table in town. 


At ev'ry opera crouds the pit, 


And ſhews away for man of wit; 


There ogles all the play-houſe round, 


From each he ſees receives a wound. 


B 2 


When 
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When Celia tunes the warbling lyre, 
How glows his ſoul with love's ſoft fire ! h 
When o'er the ſtrings her fingers move, ; 
His heart too leaps, and ev'ry pulſe beats love. i 
But muſic can no more delight, : 
When fair Camilla comes in fight. 
Struck with the light'ning of her eyes, 4 
A captive at her feet he lies, | ] 
Till Cloe's more prevailing charms - - | 8 
Command the lover to her arms. " 
Her artleſs elegance of dreſs, 0 
Her beauty, wit, and wantonneſs, | ( 
Make her the lovelieſt of her kind, 7 
Till he ſome newer love can find, 5 
E 


Whenever Cotta walks the ſtreets, 


He claims a friend in each he meets ; 


Known, 
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Known, or unknown, tis all the ſame, 
Enough if he can hit the name. 

He thinks he pleaſes ev'ry one, 

But yet, alas! he pleaſes none. 


He tells his travels o'er and o'er, 


Repeats to each ſome old amour. 
Reads billet-doux to Cloe writ, 
Stuff'd with ſome vain tea-table wit. 
Tells whom he ogled at the play, 
Or how he kick d 4 bully's a 
(I cou'd have rhym'd to f, e, 
But pray excuſe my modeſty.) 
Then, if you ſeem to like the joke, 
He looks his watch, tells what's o'clock. 
« Come, Sir, I have not much to do, 
© Egad I'll take a walk with you, 
B 3 „ 
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& I find you love a man of wit, 


«© Now you ſhall have enough of it.” 


If this be wit, kind heav'n, defend 


Poor me from ſuch a witty friend. 


( 23) 


4A 8 0 


OND inthe, ah ! where art thou fled ? 
F Thy empire why wou'dſt thou reſign ? 
A tyrant now rules in thy ſtead 
With ſway more defpotic than thine, 


When firſt he aſcended thy throne, * 
A ſweetneſs like thine he did wear, 
And promis'd much pleaſure pnknown; 


That pleaſure proves ſorrow, I fear, 


Each paſſion enjoys it's full ſcope, 
And ſpurns all reſtraint thou had'ſt laid: 
Ambition now ſwells ev'ry hope ; 


Fair prudence with modeſty's fled. 
B 4 Such 
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Such uproar, ſubmiſſive I cry'd, 

Bright Reaſon will never approve : 
Inſulting the tyrant reply'd, 


Thy monarch, tell Reaſon, is Love. 


—All 


8 


4 


All is Vanity, Eceleſ. i. 2. 


M AN] fooliſh man! how vain are all thy cares! 


How trifling all thy wiſhes, all thy fears! 
Search through the world; How few, alas! we find, 
Whoſe hoodwink'd reaſon not miſleads the mind! 
Soon as the tongue unlocks the fetter'd thought, 
Diſcloſing what * infant wiſhes ſought, 
The fault'ring accents beg ſome fooliſh toy, 
Which, when enjoy'd, is thrown neglected by. 
Our firſt deſires, tho' fickle thus and vain, 


Deep in the breaſt are fix d, there ſtill remain : 


Nas” 
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Nor quit us when the bloom of youth appears, 


Nor when we fink beneath the load of years, 


With your) var while the. boſam glows, 


And the gay ſoul no galling ſorrow knows, 
What ſcenes of folly open to our view! 


How ardent we each FU purſue! 


Tyrannic paſſions reaſon” 8 throne invade, 

And lords become, whom nature ſervants made, 
The ear to tickle, to delight the eye, 

We thy utmoſt ſiretch of art and fancy try: 
Still hope, we may ſorne unknown pleaſure find, 
Some new enjoyment for the ſated mind, 
Wine o'er the foul a ſoft nepenthe throws, 
And malic lulls her to a ſweet repoſe. 


But when we from the fond deluſion wake, 


With ſhame we view and own the dire miſtake, 


Soon 


i td 


FLY 
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Soon as bright reaſon we permit to reign, 
She ſhews how falſe thoſe pleaſures are, and vain, 
Mid-night debauches fire the falient blood, 
And dart fell poiſon through the vital food. 
The flowing bowl unnumber'd ills ſucceed, 


Seize the fajnt limbs, and rack the tortur'd head : 


Pains, which but mock the fond mufician's art, 


\ 
l 
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Who vainly ſtriyes to caſe the anguiſh'd heart, 


Come, gentle love thy genial warmth diſplay, 
Chear the faint ſpirits with thy gladſome ray: 
Let the fair nymph with graceful ſtep draw nigh, 
Peace in her air, perſuaſion in her eye. 
To deck her form be each perfection join'd, | 
And ev'ry virtue to adorn her mind. | 
Say, can the balmy blandiſhments of love | 
The worm of ſorrow from our breaſt remove ? | 


| 3 | Rather 
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Rather than ſoothe, won't love our cares encreaſe, 
, 3 | I 


Steal from our heart the ſmall remains of peace? 


Shou'd the fair nymph return of love deny— 
Or ſhould ſhe with our ardent wiſh comply, 
How ſhort the bliſs, how tranſient is the joy 
A few, if happ'ly thoſe few years remain, 
Will prove the paſſion and its pleaſures vain, 


Riſe then, my ſoul, and wiſdom's paths purſue, 
To ev'ry folly bid thy laſt adieu, 
The ſecret depths of nature's womb explore, 
And to thy kindred ſtars on EEE s pinions hae. 
What can we from the midnight ſtudy gain ? 5 


A dear bought proof that all our ſearch is vain, | 


Truth flies our ſight, eludes our eager eraſp, 


We in her ſtead fome airy phantom claſp. 


Then by experience taught, too late we find, 


Ns can nothing but diſtract the WN 


Alike 


„ IH » 
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Alike the learned and the fool muſt die, 


Both in the grave ſhall undiſſinguiſh'd lie. 
There, then, at laſt we ſhall be taught to know, 


That all is vanity we left below. 
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